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            APRIL 9, 2017

          

        

      

    

    
      The day couldn’t have been more perfect even if Jenny had ordered one from Hallmark. The balloons she carried bounced along in the Spring breeze as she wound her way around headstones until she finally came to Michael’s grave.

      Her son. Born 1996 - died 2014. A life cut short by a horrific car accident.

      She never forgets.

      How could she? The pain of loss never goes away. A person just has to learn to live with it. Put it aside so life can go on.

      Life for her. For the other kids. And for Steve.

      Jenny comes here every year on Michael’s birthday. Five years now, but this was the first time she’d opted to bring the balloons. Briefly, when she’d blown them up with the helium at her flower shop, she’d wondered if they’d mar the solemn atmosphere of the setting, a place holding the remains of so many people who’d been loved dearly in their lives.

      At least that’s what Jenny chose to believe, not wanting to entertain the idea that anyone had gone into that other place with nobody to mourn them.

      While never fond of flowers, Michael had always liked helium balloons. When he was in high school, he’d often come to the shop on Saturdays and help her get birthday arrangements together that included a balloon or two. Then, before she could stop him, he’d take a sip of the gas, making his voice sound like Donald Duck’ He’d waddle around the store flapping his arms and talking nonsense, making her laugh out loud.

      She’d loved that playful side of him, which is why she considered the balloons completely appropriate today. It was time to be playful and maybe not so sad.

      Jenny pounded the sticks that held the balloons into the ground, thankful that the soil was more sand than clay, then sat on the grass that was lush and green after the rains last week. That sweet nectar of spring new growth permeated the air around her, and she breathed in in deeply, then faced the headstone again.

      “Happy birthday, Michael. We’re going to have our usual party later today. Alicia’s baking a cake and…” For a moment, her throat closed, holding words hostage.

      She tilted her head to the sky and closed her eyes, letting the warmth of the sun and the breeze take her tears away.

      After a moment, she traced a finger over the lettering on the granite. “Sorry. I didn’t expect that. Not that you probably noticed. Do you ever get to see us?”

      She paused, as if half-expecting an answer.

      “Sorry. What an absurd question. Absurd to even ask a dead person a question at all.”

      Fingering a piece of the grass, Jenny took in a deep breath and let it out slowly.

      “Anyway, Scott’s coming home for the summer. It is going to be so good to have him. You would be so proud if you could see what a fine young man he's grown up to be.”

      Again, words got stuck in her throat, like a kitchen drain clogged with too many scraps of vegetables. She swallowed hard and flicked an errant tear off her cheek.

      “Okay. Enough of that. This was supposed to be a visit filled with smiles.

      “Okay. Back to the party. We’ll sing to you later when we eat the cake. Alicia still likes to add candles and have us sing. Then we all join in to blow them out. But you gotta know. The top of the cake is getting crowded. Maybe we should think about the fire hazard.”

      Jenny willed the smile to stay on her face, but even the joke about fire wasn’t working. And she was rambling. Swirling emotions always made her do that.

      Every time she came to the cemetery and talked to Michael, it was almost as hard as the first time she’d mustered the strength of will to do this. Was his spirit here somewhere? Did he even hear her? Where had his spirit gone when his body gave it up? Not knowing was the worst torture. Her mother assured her that Michael was in heaven, but Jenny had little faith in heaven.

      Where was it?

      What was it?

      “Oh, Michael, I sure wish I could believe. I really want to. I want to believe that you’re still existing somewhere. That maybe you're happy. That your life isn’t just… gone.”

      Jenny hiccupped a sob away. Maybe she shouldn’t make these visits anymore. What good was it doing?

      The therapist she’d seen the year after Michael had been killed, was right. The loss would haunt Jenny the rest of her life.

      According to the therapist, Jenny would eventually be able to go on living. Be able to laugh. Make a new reality. Which she’d done with a modicum of success by focusing on Scott and Alicia for a couple of years. Then deciding to take a leap into a new romantic relationship with Steve.

      “Okay, buddy. Gotta go. Can’t keep the gang and the candles waiting.” Jenny kissed her fingertips and touched the top of the headstone. “Enjoy the balloons.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            TWO

          

          
            JUNE 6, 2017

          

        

      

    

    
      “What do you mean they're back?” Not able to keep a tinge of alarm out of her voice, Jenny sat on the bed and watched Steve slip his shoulder holster off and secure it along with the gun in the lock box in the walk-in closet in their bedroom.

      A few moments later, he came out, wearing dockers and a light gray T-shirt. “Don’t worry. It's not the same people.”

      “Then who is it?”

      “We haven’t determined that yet. But we don’t think it’s connected to that guy we nailed a few years ago.”

      “How do you know?”

      Noting the alarm in her voice again, Steve turned from the bureau where he was putting keys in a caddy and looked at her. “Okay. I’ll be honest. We don’t know that for sure. But indications are it’s someone else.”

      “What indications?”

      “The drug is different. Something called fake weed. Not marijuana, but a synthetic product. Made in a lab. We think maybe in China.”

      “Really? Another reason to buy American.”

      Steve chuckled and sat down on the bed next to her. “It’s good that you can joke.”

      “Well, it’s either that or scream.”

      He put an arm across her shoulder and pulled her into a side-hug. “I’ve got your back.”

      “I know.” She sighed, welcoming the embrace, then straightened. “So? Do I get to go undercover again?”

      The question was thrown out half in jest, but part of her meant it. When she’d asked to work as a CI the last time, she was absolutely dead serious. It was after that horrible car accident that had taken Michael’s life, when she’d been introduced to the proliferation of drugs in the small town of Little Oak.

      That's how she met Steve, who was a lieutenant in the police force at the time and was now a captain. When she'd bullied her way onto the drug task force that had formed to take down a major supplier just outside of town, she’d worked closely with Steve. He was her contact.

      The person she reported to.

      The person who’d helped her the most during the horrifying moments of the sting when she was staring at a man turning a gun on her. She had no other choice but to fire first.

      The person she had started to love even before she was consciously aware of it.

      Two years later, after they’d recovered from the trauma of what happened during the takedown, as well as losses they both had experienced before fate had brought them together, they decided to see if the spark of attraction they’d felt back then was still there.

      Could it blossom into something more?

      Jenny traced a finger across his thigh. That hint at romance had definitely turned into something more, and she’d been so content, so happy, these past couple of years. Life was almost perfect. “What’s the department going to do?”

      “Nothing like we did before. At least not here in town.” Steve leaned over and slipped his feet into the sandals he’d carried from the closet. “So, the answer to your first question is a definite ‘no.’ There’ll be no task force for you to be involved in.”

      “That’s a shame. We had so much fun then.”

      Steve shook his head but didn’t hide the smile as he stood. “Are the kids home yet?”

      “Nope. Scott wanted to meet some buddies from high school for pizza and agreed that Alicia could tag along.”

      “Better watch those buddies around her.”

      “I’m sure Scott is all over that.”

      Jenny reached out to take Steve’s hand. “So, we have the whole house to ourselves.”

      He grinned. “Is that just an idle observation, or is there a hidden message?”

      She gave him a broad smile. “The latter if you’re up to it.”

      “But I just got dressed.”

      “I’ll help you get undressed.”
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        * * *

      

      Later, while eating basil-pesto pasta and a mixed-greens salad topped with cherry tomatoes and shredded mozzarella, Jenny pressed Steve for more information about the new drug problem, and he reluctantly complied. Normally, he shied away from talking about work at the dinner table. His preference would be to not talk about it at all, during dinner or otherwise, not wanting to bring any of the shit he dealt with home.

      Primarily because of the kids. While Scott was relatively safe with his father in California, Alicia still had a few years here before heading off to some college.

      She didn’t need to know about the dark underbelly of a town that on the surface seemed clean and friendly and safe. No place was truly safe, and he sure hoped like hell he could keep the girl untouched by all bad stuff. And he had a sinking suspicion that more bad stuff was on the horizon for the town he was sworn to protect.

      Little Oak had grown considerably in the past few years, and the department with it; now encompassing four detectives and eleven patrol officers. But he always felt a personal responsibility for taking care of the people that lived and worked in the small city.

      “Have you known about this for long?” Jenny asked.

      Steve shook his head. “Couple of weeks ago the hospital notified us of a slight rise in drug overdoses. Young teens. First we’d heard of it.”

      “Those poor mothers.”

      Steve gave her a moment to process, never forgetting how hard the death of teens would always be on Jenny. Not that it wasn’t tough for him. The worse accident scenes were those that held battered little bodies with their life blood seeping out of them. That kind of sight was a huge emotional punch, and it never got easier. Kids shouldn’t die before their parents, and certainly not so horrifically.

      Rule of the universe. Plain and simple.

      Jenny finally found her voice. “The kids died because of this fake marijuana?”

      “It’s easy to overdose on it. Some kids think because the products are natural, they’re harmless. So, they go for the high, thinking they’re safer than if they messed with the real stuff.”

      “We wouldn’t have this problem if marijuana was just made legal.”

      Steve swallowed a mouthful of pasta and nodded. “Would solve a few law enforcement snafus, too.”

      “Have you been investigating for a while and didn’t talk about it? Because of me”

      He reached across the table to grasp her hand, recognizing the anguish in her posture. “No. And no. Linda’s been on it with Joel. The new guy from L.A. He’s had some experience with that particular drug problem before he came here.”

      Eventually, Jenny smiled, seeming to regain her composure. “Do they need any help?”

      Steve glared.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            THREE

          

          
            JUNE 14, 2017 - MORNING

          

        

      

    

    
      Jenny sat on one of the rocking chairs on the deck, enjoying the cool breeze that was a break from the heat that had started to creep toward triple digits already in June.

      Steve came out with two cups of coffee, putting one on the little table between her chair and the one he settled into.

      “Thanks,” Jenny said.

      She sipped her coffee in a silence he seemed content with, wondering how they should spend this glorious Saturday of milder temperatures. The past few weeks since Scott had been home for summer break from college, they’d tried to find something fun to do as a family as often as they could. Scott had taken his first year of college classes at Collin County Community, then gone on to Berkley in California. That had worked out great since he could stay with his father during the school term.

      This was a work-free day. It was Steve’s regular day off, and Jenny had turned the reins of the flower shop she owned over to her partner.

      In truth, Mitchell was more than a business partner, and since he’d lost his husband, Jeffrey, to AIDS after a years-long fight with the deadly disease, they’d formed a deeper bond. Now, as Mitchell often said, the shop, the flowers, and Jenny’s family were his family. His home.

      His only sibling, a sister, Penny, lived in Plano and had her young kids to focus on, but one time when they’d been talking about family, he’d told Jenny that his sister really didn’t need an excuse for pulling back from the closeness they’d once had. A few years ago, she’d joined a strict Evangelical church and had decided that her brother’s lifestyle wasn’t something she could condone. Not that he’d ever asked her to.

      He’d always just asked for acceptance.

      Jenny finished her coffee and turned to Steve. “Why don’t we go to Turner Falls today? Do some hiking and climb a hill or two?”

      “Not sure these old legs can take it.”

      “Come on. We’re not decrepit.” She reached over and punched him playfully on the shoulder. “And don’t you have to stay in shape for the job?”

      Steve sucked in his belly so hard he could hardly breathe. “I’m in shape. See.”

      Jenny laughed and stood. “Come on. I’ll wake the kids.”

      “It’s only seven-thirty. They’re not going to be happy.”

      “They’ll get over it.”

      She was right. The prospect of a day at a favorite hiking area, especially one that offered the great cool-down in the lake after the hike, chased away any protests.

      In the kitchen, Jenny dug out the picnic basket and loaded it with bread, cheese, sliced ham, mustard, chips, cookies, and snack cakes. Then she pulled bottled water out of the refrigerator and lugged it all to the Jeep, stowing the goodies in the back hatch. Scott and Alicia came out with Steve, hauling three bags stuffed with hiking and climbing equipment. “There’s plenty of bug spray and sunscreen in here,” Steve said, hefting one of the bags.

      “Everyone ready?” Jenny asked.

      Nods all around, and they piled into the car, Steve driving and Jenny riding shotgun.

      It would take close to two hours to drive to the park and the kids promptly went to sleep, a slight snore coming from Scott. Jenny leaned her head on the backrest, the hum of the road mixed with the sounds from Scott, lulling her. Her thoughts turned to past trips along this highway. Trips that had included Michael. He’d always been so excited about coming to the falls, even long after he was no longer a little boy scampering over rocks and making her heart seize at the thought of him falling into the water rushing over boulders.

      Memories were bittersweet, and she smiled slightly, letting herself drift in and out of a doze, only coming fully awake when Steve slowed the car to exit the freeway. She glanced out the window. “We’re here already?”

      “No ‘already’ about it. But yeah. Destination dead ahead.”

      When Steve stopped to pay the entry and parking fees, the kids roused in the back seat, sitting up and rubbing their eyes. “That wasn’t a bad drive,” Scott said.

      Steve chuckled. “How do you know? You were zonked the whole way.”

      “This fine body needs all the rest it can get.”

      Amid a trio of groans, Alicia punched Scott in the arm.

      “Ow!”

      “Wuss.”

      “Do I need to stop this car.”

      “Uh, Steve. You already did,” Alicia said with a chuckle.

      After piling out of the vehicle, they unloaded some of the gear and headed toward the first hiking trail. They were all used to the exertion, but after a mile or so, the young people surged ahead. Jenny spied a metal bench in dire need of a paintjob under a sweeping oak and called out. “We’ll wait for you here, kids. Go on without us.”

      Scott paused and looked back. “Pansies.”

      “Yeah. Well. Call us what you want. Just remember we’ve got the snacks,” Steve called out.

      After dropping onto the bench, Jenny took Steve’s hand in hers. “This is nice.”

      His response was a quick squeeze of her fingers. She leaned closer and put her head on his shoulder. “It’s so good to have Scott here this summer.”

      “Yup. Not many more years of that.”

      “Don’t remind me.” Jenny sighed, then roused herself. “Going to look for wildflowers. You coming?”

      “I’ll pass. You go on.”

      Jenny walked a little way up the trail, then veered into an area where the brush was not as thick around the trees. She saw a few wild daisies, yellow blooms dancing in a slight breeze, then spotted a small flower that resembled a morning glory. She bent to take a picture of the lovely white bloom with a hint of lavender on the petals and a deep maroon center. Recognizing the flower, she was a little surprised to see the vine snaking around the trees. Texas Bindweed usually grew in more open areas. She knew because flowers, wild and domesticated, were her business, but even more than that. They were in her blood, which is why she’d opened a flower shop after her first husband, Ralph, dumped the family and went to California. In those first few years, financial support from him had been sporadic, so she’d needed an income.

      Ralph had really stepped up to the responsibilities of fatherhood after Michael’s death. Jenny could give him that and tried to focus on being thankful that he had. Not resentful that it had taken him so many years to take an interest in the kids.

      Now she was thankful that Ralph had offered for Scott to live with him while attending Berkley. That had relieved a huge financial burden. The ex was even helping with some of the college costs, otherwise there was no way Scott could attend such an expensive school.

      Returning to the bench, she found Steve leaning against the backrest with his eyes closed. Was he asleep? She watched the steady rise and fall of his chest with a slight twinge of concern. He’d been resting a lot more lately. Was there something wrong with him, or just the natural slowing down of getting older?

      Hell. She knew that feeling.

      Now looking hard at fifty, she was aware that she didn’t have the stamina she’d had even a few years ago, and it seemed like almost every day a new ache would suddenly appear as a reminder that her that her joints were no longer thirty-nine.

      This state of her health came as a bit of a surprise. She’d thought that she’d stay agile and have more endurance well into her sixties. She came from good stock. Her grandmother on her mother’s side had lived to nearly ninety-five and her mother seemed to still be going strong.

      Well, it did no good to dwell on it.

      Jenny eased onto the bench, careful not to disturb her husband, but he stirred anyway. “You okay?” she asked.

      “Sure.” Steve sat up. “Find anything?”

      Jenny accepted the deflection. Even though they shared most things, he didn’t like to talk about their advancing years or his health. Didn’t like to talk about doctors or hospitals, either. She understood. He’d gone through hell when the big C took his first wife over a period of an agonizing few years. And quite frankly, talking about the years marching on, replete with health problems was not high on her list of favorite topics for dinner conversation either.

      Or any conversation as a matter of fact.

      Opening her phone, Jenny showed him the photos she’d taken of the flowers.

      Before Steve could comment, the kids came scampering down the trail. Jenny smiled at the sight of her tall, lanky son imitating Alicia’s almost dancing steps.

      “Is it time for lunch?” Scott called out. “We’re starving.”

      “It can absolutely be lunchtime.” Jenny stood and waited for Steve to join her. “Let’s find a picnic table in the shade.”

      After the food was spread out and sandwiches made, Jenny turned to Scott. “Is the topic of school off limits for today?”

      “Mom!” Scott sounded so much like his sister that Jenny had to laugh. “Isn’t work off limits on days off.”

      “School is different.”

      “That depends. It’s work for me.”

      Jenny frowned. “Have the classes been that hard?”

      Scott chewed a big bite of sandwich, then swallowed. “Not the science classes. But English…”

      He let the sentence trail off and took another huge bite of the sandwich he’d loaded with meat and cheese.

      “Did you flunk?”

      “Nah. But close. Hate that it pulled my GPA down.”

      “Will that affect your scholarship?”

      Scott shook his head. Mouth still full of bread.

      Jenny finished assembling her sandwich and ate half of it before asking, “What about the social life?”

      “It’s great actually. College is so much better than high school. I guess because most kids really want to be there. And maybe we’re all a bit more mature.”

      “You must be talking about the other students,” Alicia said. “You’re anything but mature.”

      Scott threw a chip at her.

      Alicia giggled. “See what I mean.”

      Jenny chuckled at the antics, while a small part of her felt a twinge of sadness that Michael had never had the chance to experience college life, but she quickly shook the thought away. She had these two other kids to focus on and was so genuinely thrilled for this second son.

      A smart and caring and wonderful young man.

      After opening a package of Oreos and passing them around, Jenny turned to Scott again. “How’s it been? Staying with your father?”

      “Not bad.” Scott snagged a cookie.

      “Do you talk much about…?” Jenny shrugged the rest of the question away.

      “If you mean the crap from the past, we decided that’s where it needs to stay.”

      “You okay with that?”

      “Sure. He's different. We're different.”

      “I think we punished him enough years ago,” Alicia put in.

      Leave it to Alicia, always the peacemaker. Ready and eager to step up and get them all centered again.

      On the picnic table next to her, Jenny's phone pinged with an alert that a text had come through, and she flipped it over. Adrenalin surged when she saw the two-word text from Mitchell.

      call me

      He wouldn’t disturb her for anything that wasn't super important, so she gave a quick apology to her family and stood to move a few feet away. Then she tapped the icon that connected her.

      Mitchell answered on the first ring, words rushing out in one long disconnected stream. “Oh Jenny. I'm so sorry. Just went out for lunch. Wasn't gone more than forty-five minutes and⁠—”

      “Whoa Mitchell. Slow down. Take a breath, then finish.”

      “Somebody broke into the shop.”

      Alarm sent her heartbeat into overdrive. “Are you inside the store? Are you alone?”

      “No. I mean yes. Oh, Jenny. I’m outside. The police are on the way. Dialed 911 the minute I saw the mess. Everything is smashed. Just like before.”

      “Hold on a sec. I’m going to put the phone on speaker.”

      Jenny hustled back to the picnic table, stopping next to Steve. He started to say something, but she motioned for him to wait and set the phone on the scarred wood. “Go ahead, Mitchell.”

      “How soon can you get here?” Mitchell asked, and Jenny realized she hadn't told him where they were going today. He probably figured they were in town.

      “Mitchell, we're up in Turner Falls. But I'll get there as soon as I can. In the meantime, just do what the police tell you. And absolutely stay out of the store until they get there.”

      “Oh, God.”

      “Don’t panic, Mitchell. We’ll leave now to head back. I'll keep my phone handy. Call with updates when you can.” Jenny closed the phone.

      “What the hell?” Steve said. “Why did Mitchell have to call the station?”

      Jenny wrapped her unfinished sandwich in the napkin. Her stomach was so tight she didn’t think she could get another bite down. “There was a break-in at the shop.”

      “Oh, man. Is Mitchell okay?” Steve grabbed the trash bag they’d brought along and started stuffing dirty plates and napkins in it while the kids repacked the picnic basket.

      “He’s fine. He wasn’t there. He’d gone out to lunch. Thank goodness.”

      “Oh my God! This is too scary Mom.” Alicia’s eyes widened with alarm. “It's like what happened before.”

      Steve forced a reassuring smile. “Maybe not. Let’s not jump to conclusions.”

      Jenny recognized the calming tactic, but damn. A Touch of Joy: Flowers for all Occasions was more than just her business. More than just a store. For so many years she’d put her heart into every aspect of running it from buying the flowers to keeping track of sales.

      And someone had desecrated it, again. How dare they?

      She wanted to scream her anger to the heavens, but clamped her mouth shut. No need to escalate the alarm the kids were already experiencing. Scott hid it well. Always did hide his emotions well. But Jenny could see the tremble in Alicia’s hands as she grabbed things to help load the car.

      Jenny pulled her daughter into a side hug. “It’ll be okay.”

      Alicia nodded, but she could tell the girl didn’t believe that any more than Jenny did. A wave of foreboding washed over her along with the chill in the air when a cloud obscured the sun for a moment and lowered the temperature.

      Still Jenny kept the smile, the effort making her cheeks ache. She would not give in to the urge to scream and pound things.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            FOUR

          

          
            JUNE 14, 2017 - AFTERNOON

          

        

      

    

    
      Steve drove, taking some of the curves around the hills faster than usual, but this was not a usual situation. They made it home in record time, where the kids helped them unload the food and bags of hiking gear.

      Despite protests, Jenny had held firm to the decision that they’d drop the kids at home before going to the shop.

      “Let us know what you can. When you can,” Alicia said, worry etched on her face. “And tell Mitchell I love him.”

      “Will do, Honey.” Jenny kissed her on the forehead, then looked at Scott. “Stay with your sister. In the house. We’ll call when we can.”

      “Good idea,” Steve said. “Until we know what happened, it’s better to be inside.”

      “Okay.” Scott slung an arm around his sister’s shoulder. “Come on. We’re in lockdown.”

      “Not funny!” Jenny called after him. “Not funny at all.”

      She heard a faint, “Sorry,” before getting into the car.

      “He wasn’t thinking,” Steve said.

      “Yeah. I know.” Jenny fastened her seat belt. “Let’s just go.”

      Barely letting Steve bring the car come to a full stop at the curb, Jenny threw the door open and hopped out when she saw Mitchell pacing on the sidewalk. She dashed over and pulled him into a hug that he returned with so much force she almost couldn't breathe. She eased out of the tight embrace. “It's okay Mitchell. Everything will be fine.”

      “It won't be fine. I can't even go back inside. The police have to finish first.”

      Jenny turned to Steve. “Does that mean I have to stay out, too?”

      “No. We can go in. And we'll get Mitchell back in as soon as we can.”

      Mitchell shook his head. “I don't want to.”

      “You can't just stay out here in this heat,” Jenny said.

      “I have shade.” Mitchell waved one hand to the leafed-out branches of the large oak he was standing under.

      “That's not good enough and you know it.” Jenny used her best mom no-nonsense voice. “You can still get heatstroke. And there's nothing inside to hurt any of us.”

      Sometimes Mitchell was so much like a little child when he got rattled that it could be amusing to Jenny.

      But not today.

      Since the phone call this morning, nothing could be considered amusing.

      She hurried after Steve into her flower shop. She’d started the business a little over ten years ago to supplement the sporadic support from her ex, and it had become profitable in the years since. Jenny gave Mitchell the bulk of the credit for that. He had a wonderful artistic touch with the floral arrangements, and she never regretted for a moment making him a partner not long after Michael died.
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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